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"Master, master/' he grovelled at my feet, "you are
more generous than Caesar himself. If anyone says you
are an ape I shall slap his face and cut his throat! " His
voice rose stridently.

Still rubbing his wrists, he resumed his harangue : " Master,
accept the gold ot your admirer. He will bequeath to you
all his wealth after his death, which will be long before yours."

I remained thoughtful My death ? I had never thought
of that. Would I die? Was I really immortal? Had I
grown older ? If I returned beyond the desert would I find
my companions already aged ?

Taking advantage of my silence, the masseur continued:
"Master, he is a senator, a favourite of Caesar himself/'

" Who ? "

" Senator Vitellius, master. He has more gold talents
than there are fleas in Rome. He would rather have you,
master, he confided in me, than a troop of youths as numerous
as that of the King of Persia. He has been watching you
in the baths every day. He is now in one of the other rooms,
awaiting your reply, master."

In a mood for mockery, I thundered, " Bring him in."

Cassius rushed out.

A little later he re-entered, preceded by a little man, lost
in the many folds of a silken toga.

The senator raised his arms, and closing his eyes, he sighed
deeply: "At last!"

Cassius rubbed his hands soft with the oils.

"At last," Vitelhus repeated, his hands clasped together
in utter admiration.

Despite the heavy perfume, a fetid scent emanated from the
senator, like that of a beast on whose putrid flesh flies mass.

I screwed my nose and turned my face, " Carcass/' I
growled. The senator frowned. I grasped him by the nape
of the neck and swung him like a censer filled with unclean
incense.